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The search for Mr. Snuggles. 


"SLASH" 
"Yeeeeeeeessssssssss. 
Axl stomped into the room and tore the books off the shelves, muttering to himself. 


"What are you doing?" | asked, taking a puff of my cigarette and getting up from my seat to stand beside a 
frustrated Axl. 


"What do you think I'm doing?" he said through clenched teeth. 
| shrugged my shoulders, "Should | know?" 


Axl stood up from the pile of books on the floor and trudged angrily over to my bed, throwing off all the 


covers, searching it frantically. 


"You should fucking know!" Axl squealed, desperately coming forward and clawing over me. 


"Axl?" | said, as he scanned me up and down with his hands. 
"Uh..Axl!" | said again, more nervously as Axl's hands got closer to my thigh. 


"AXL!" | screamed, grabbing his hands and pulling him from the floor. He was pouting angrily as he pulled his 
wrists from my hands. 


"Slash, he's gone!" 


"Who's gone?" | asked, walking over to the table and picking up a packet of cigarettes and putting them in my 
pocket before Axl's rage got to them first. 


"Mr. Snuggles you moron!" he cried, going into another rampage, pulling the cushions off the couch. 
| ran over and stopped him again, laughing. 

"Mr. — who —," | smiled, trying to hold back my growing amusement. 

"Mr. Sruggles," he repeated agitatedly, turning from me and racing out of the room. | followed him. 
"Who, or what is Mr. Snuggles?" | shouted after him as he raced down the hall into Duffs room. 
"Mr. Snuggles is my.." he stopped, and looked at me. 

"He's your what?" | smiled in Extreme curiosity. 

"He's my..my.." he brushed a strand of hair out of his eyes and glowered, 

"My good luck..thing," he muttered, pulling the covers off a sleeping Duff, and rolling him off the bed. 
"Ouch!" Duff squealed, getting up from the floor and rubbing his head. 

"Get over it," Axl snapped, pulling out the lining of the covers. 


"Slaaaassshhh," Duff whined, looking at me for sympathy. | shrugged my shoulders and he ran over to me, 
grabbing my arm. 


"Duff, quit it," | tried to pull his arm off mine. 
"Slash, get him off my fucking bed!" 


"Duff | can't!" | put my hands up and Duff walked out of the room in a huff. | didn't bother telling him that all 


he was wearing was a pair of boxers. 
"Is no use," Axl yelled, punching the pillows. 


"Tell me Axl, what does this ‘Mr. Snuggles, look like?" | asked, drawing off my cigarette and leaning against the 


wall. 

"He's my teddy bear okay," Axl glared at me. 

My serious face was breaking, and it finally just cracked until | was banging my fists on the floor laughing. 
Axl towered over me, smiling sarcastically and tapping his foot. 


When my hysterics had faded into a slow chuckle, and | had caught my breath, Axl pulled me up from the 


floor. 

"Are you finished laughing?" he sneered, looking me up and down. 
"Hmmm..alright now l'm done," | smiled, putting an arm around his shoulder. 
He pulled my arm off him, "Don't laugh at me again," he snapped. 


| put my arm back around him persistently and smiled, "Stop being so harsh. Lighten up a bit," | said, patting 
his back. 


He breathed out slowly and we walked down the hotel corridor. 

"Slash, | can't perform without that bear," he moaned 

| stopped quickly, hearing a pounding coming down the corridor on front of us. 
It was Duff, angrily walking back to his room. 


"Why the fuck didn't you tell me | was in my boxers?" He sulked, shoving between Axl and me and slamming 


the door as he went into his room. 

| looked at Axl, 

"You've made him grumpy," | warned, pointing my finger at him. 

"Yeah | know, isn't it funny?" He laughed, looking in the direction of Duff's door. 


"Axl, you've got nothing to be laughing at," | smiled. 


He looked at me, "Why?" 

| leaned towards him and whispered the two hell raising words in his ear, "Mr. Snuggles?" 

His face turned sour as he looked at me, 

"Fuck of fl" He shot me a stare that could have killed a man, and walked in the direction of the elevator. 
| was about to follow him when | heard a shuffle from behind me, 

"Psst!" a voice called to me. 

| turned around in confusion, 

"Huh?" 

"Slash," | heard a low hiss. 

| turned around, only to see a peeping Duff staring at me through his half opened room door. 
"Duff, what's the matter?" | said, walking over to him. 

He didn't open the door any wider, 

"Is HE with you," Duff asked, moving his eyes from side to side. 

"Who, Axl?" 

Duff nodded and lowered his eyebrows angrily. 

"No he isn't," | said, pushing open the door and walking into Duffs room. 

"Okay Slash," Duff said, pulling me around to face him and looking into my eyes. 

"Uh...yeah?" 

"| need to talk to you," he said. 

"Okey Dokey." 


"Well Slash..'m running away from the band," he declared to me, nodding his head and smiling in satisfaction 
with his announcement. 


| opened my eyes wide and blinked several times, "What'd you say?" 

"Im running-away-from-the-band," he repeated, practically spelling it out to me. 

"No, no | heard you the first time," | said, thinking he was obviously getting the wrong idea 
"Then why did you ask me what | said?" he shrugged. 


"Because it's kind of like a thing that people do, | wasn't quite sure if | heard you correctly because it's not 


something you hear everyday now, is it?" 

"Well what'd you think | said?" 

"| didn't-Jesus Duff never mind. Why do you want to run away?" 

He shrugged his shoulders, "I want to." 

| shook my head, "You WANT to? What kind of an answer is that?" 
"My — answer," he said, folding his arms. 

"Rigggghhhhtttt:" 

"My mind's made up, don't even TRY to talk me out of it!" he hissed. 
"But Duff, we need a bass player!" 

"So?" 

"50? We need youl You're our bass player." 

"Axl can get someone else," he smiled. 

"But l'm the one that's going to get the hassle,” | said, twirling a finger girlishly around my hair. 


"Oh yeah," Duff lowered his gaze to the ground, "I forgot about that. | don't want _ you_ to get any hassle 
Slash..l'Il think of something to take the pressure off you when | run away.” 


| looked at him, "Like what?" 


He stood up and opened the door in a gesture to say that | could leave. 


As | walked out he smiled impishly and winked at me, 
"lll think of something." 


Disclaimer: No malice, no money, no NOTHING! 


Duff's Great Plan. 


Duff was worrying me a little bit. What exactly did he have in mind? 

His little plans — never — turn out right. | should know, I'm usually the one talked into doing them with him. But 
can you blame me? One look from those deep chestnut eyes is a killer. Thats usually why | try very hard not 
to look him in the eye. 

It is twelve o'clock at night and l'm lying in bed trying to get to sleep. In fact, all of the band members, as far 
as | know, are in bed at the minute. Well, maybe not Axl because | don't think he's found the lost ‘Mr. 
Snuggles, yet. 

| chuckled at the thought, "Mr Snuggles." 

Axl was definitely not the person | would expect to have a stuffed bear as a good luck charm. | expected him 
to have a naked woman on a pen giving him a lap dance, or something a little less innocent than a toy bear. Or 
at least something a bit more pornographic, after all it is Axl. 

| rolled over in the bed, only to be shaken awake by a pair of strong hands. 

"Slash! Wake up!" | heard a low voice say. 

"What," | said, putting an emphasise on the ‘t: 

| turned back around to face a melancholy Izzy that had crawled into my bed. 

| had a nightmare," he said, rubbing his eyes. 

"So?" 

He tilted his head and gave me a bewildered look. "So? l'm bloody scared dammit!" 

‘Izzy, you're a grown man!" | hissed at him, trying to bat him away with my hand. 

"Slash, | dreamt that Axl was trying to smother me with a pair of his spandex shorts!" 

| leapt up. That was truly too much information for one's own good. 


| looked at Izzy, who was practically in tears, 


‘Oh you poor guy," | patted him on the back. 


He looked up at me with horror in his gaze, 

‘It was the most terrifying dream I've ever had," he blubbered, rubbing his eyes. 
‘| believe you Iz.No one deserves a dream like _ that —!" 

He leant his head on my shoulder and nodded. 


‘| mean, having Axl in your dream is band enough without having to see his spandex shorts," | continued 


explaining. 

"Yes Slash, | _ know —," Izzy said, hinting that | should just stop talking. 

"Uh...yeah." 

| sat uncomfortably for a few minutes, with no sign of Izzy moving his head from my shoulder. Even though it 
was getting a little bit awkward, Izzy was my friend, and no matter how old he is, a dream with Axl in it is a 
scary experience. Besides, how long could he stay on my shoulder for? 

Five minutes later. 

Okay this is getting damn unnerving. Izzy is still on my shoulder and my arm is starting to fall asleep! 

| looked at Izzy and shook my head in disbelief. 


‘Izzy, don't tell me you're fucking sleeping!" | hissed, shaking him a little with my other hand. 


He didn't move. | rolled my eyes before lifting him in my arms and throwing him down on his bed. (We shared a 


room) 


| had only been back in my bed for about ten minutes before | heard a loud crack, followed by a splitting 
headache. 


My eyes diluted and | shot up, holding my head and yelping in pain 
| looked over to my right and saw a panic stricken Duff, holding a saucepan in one hand and a sack in the other. 
"Duff, what are you doing!" | shrieked, trying to ignore the ringing in my ears and the sharp pains in my head. 


"Uck, you're _supposed — to be unconscious," he moaned, letting the sack drop to the ground, and letting the 
arm with the saucepan in it flop to his side. 


| raised an eyebrow "What'd you — do — Duff? | squeaked in pain 


| hit you over the head with a saucepan," he said bluntly. 

| stood up from the bed and squinted, "Are you for real Duff?" 

He nodded his head. 

"Why the —fuck — did you do that?" | screamed, waving my hands over the place. 

"Because, | was going to kidnap you," he said, shrugging his shoulders as if it was all obvious. 

"You were going to kidnap me? WHY?" 

He rolled his eyes, "Because | don't want Axl to yell at you when | run away!" 

"So what? How is brain damaging me going to help?" | whined. 

| wasn't _trying — to brain damage you silly. | was planning on taking you with me," he smiled at me. 


"But..how..what..why..you can't be..fuck, Duff | can't." | stuttered. | couldn't even form any sentences. This all 


was just too weird 
"C'mon Slash, itll be really fun, | promise," he said, grabbing my hand and trying to pull me out of the door 
| tore myself from his grip and shook my head, 

"No Duff, | can't-" 


"| didn't want to do this Slash, but you've given me no choice," Duff said, raising the saucepan in his hand and 


slamming it down on my head. 
My eyes crossed in and my vision was blurred. 


| lifted up my hand and slurred out a few random words before clumsily falling unconscious to the ground. 


Disclaimer: No one belongs to me, no malice meant, don't sue pweasel 


Where do we go now? 


| woke up with a sick feeling in my stomach and a dizzy head. What the _fuck — happened? Either | was 
completely stoned and imagined all of last night or else..Duff had some serious explaining to do. 


| tried to stretch out, but suddenly found the length | could stretch my legs was limited. | opened my eyes 
wide and they came into focus on a brown, itchy fabric. My breath was short and | scratched at the fabric 
with my nails, trying desperately to get out of this material prison 

"Shit, Duff where the fuck am 1?!" | shouted, trying to fight off the lump in my throat. 


It was at this moment when | noticed that | was moving. | was being carried in a sack. 


| kicked at the bag with my feet and punched the sides with my fists. | was -not — staying in this little sack 


while being carried to god knows fucking where. 


Suddenly | was descending and fell with a thump to the ground. | heard a fumbling outside and suddenly the bag 


was opened, and a hand was pulling me out. 

| put the tips of my fingers to my chest and breathed in deeply, clawing at Duff's back like a drowning dog 
clawing on to his master for dear life. Not that | considered Duff my master..and not that | was comparing 
myself to a dog. 

| closed my arm around Duff's neck and he put his arm around my waist supporting me. 


| turned my face towards him and looked him in the eye, (which is something | don't like to do) and said to him, 


"Duff, you crazy fuck!" | hit him around the back of the head. He stepped back from me and stomped his foot, 
pouting angrily and rubbing his head. 


"Ouch, Slash!" 


"Ouch? OUCH? DUFF YOU COULD'VE SMOTHERED ME IN THAT SACK!" | screamed at him, pushing him out of my 


way in an attempt to storm off in a sulk. 

| looked around and made my way into the nearby bushes, giving affect to my silent rage. | looked back at Duff 
to give him a violent look, but suddenly looked back around when | realised the thorns in the bushes had 
caught my denim jacket. | muttered curses as | tried to pull the fabric out of the thorns. 


"Uh..Slash, do you want some help with-;" 


"NO! Im _ trying- to storm off in a rage, do you mind giving me some SPACE?" 


Duff Stepped back and held up his hands in surrender, 

"Just trying to help," he muttered. 

"Yeah well | don't NEED the help of a PHSYCO that hits me over the head with a fucking saucepan and puts me 
in a sack! A SACK GODAMNIT!" | shouted, suddenly breaking free from the thorns and falling on my back to the 
ground. 

Duff ran over to me and tried to help me up, but | just batted him away. 

"Slash, | didn't fucking want Axl to give you any hassle, so | brought you with me, you UNGRATEFUL FUCKER!" 
He screamed in an unruly high-pitched voice that just blew me away. | never thought Duff's voice went that 
high. 

"Duff!" | whispered, looking at him with raised eyebrows and wide eyes. 

He peered at me and sighed. 

"Sorry Slash, | don't know where that came from." 

| walked slowly over to him and held his face in my hands. 

‘Its alright Duff, | can forgive you. But just explain to me one fucking thing," | smiled at him. 

"Yeah?" 


"Where are we?" | let go of his face and looked around. 


It looked like we were in the middle of a forest. The trees were standing tall, ascending into the great blue 


skies. My eyes lit up, 

"Dude, are we going CAMPING!?" | yelled happily, clapping and looking at Duff with hopeful eyes. 
Duff looked at me raising an eyebrow, 

"Slash?" 

"Yeah?" 

"Are —you — for real?" he laughed and threw the sack at me. 


| felt insulted for a brief moment but quickly got over it. 


"Duff, where are we going?" | asked, running to follow him into the trees. 
He turned and looked at me, 

"Isn't it obvious?" he smiled mischievously, one of his big toothy grins. 
"Not to me," | folded my arms and smiled back at him. 


"Well it begins with ‘D, and ends with, ‘D! 


| lowered my eyebrows. 

"And, and it has an ‘L, in the middle," he said, trying to give me bigger clues. 
"Um..| don't know, | give up!" 

He smiled and took my hands in his, 

"Disneyland," he giggled, running around the trees and laughing like a child. 
"Noooooo!" | screamed. 

Duff ran back to me with a confused look on his face, 

"What? What's wrong with Disneyland, the fucking happiest place on earth?" 
"Duff, the BAR is the happiest place on earth!" 

He shook his head, 

"Slash you're no fun, | wish Id brought Izzy!" he sulked 

"Don't say that," | whined, kicking a stone and putting my hands in my pocket. 
"So can we go to Disneyland?" he asked. 

| sighed and slapped a hand to my head. 

"Fuck, fine!" 

A childish grin spread back across his face and he threw his arms around me in a tight embrace. 


| released him and couldn't hide a smile. 


"Slash, you'll fucking LOVE iH" he squealed, 
‘Oh joy, oh bliss." 


He laughed and we walked further into the forest. 


About an hour later we still weren't out of the woods, and | was getting a little worried. 
"Uh, Duff? Where are we?" 
He turned and faced me, giving me a confused look. 


"In a forest Slash, Jesus you're not -that — dumb..are you?" 


"No!" | said, a little bit too quickly, "| meant, how are we going to get out of here?" 

‘Oh..how the fuck should | know?" 

He turned to walk on but | grabbed his shoulder and flung him back around, 

"Ahhhh, what does that mean? You mean- you mean you don't -Know — where we are?" 

He nodded 

| collapsed to the ground on to my knees and put my face in my hands. 

"Fuck Slash, don't be so dramatic," | heard Duff sniggering. 

"I am not being dramatic," | hissed protectively. 

| looked at the sky. It was a dark blue, almost night. 

"Slash, don't get your balls in a twist, we'll get out of here, just follow me," Duff said, charging forward. 


"No!" | halted him. He stopped suddenly and walked back, "It's too late to keep walking, we're going to have to..” 
my eyes lit up and | smiled to a dreaded looking Duff, "Camp!" | squealed. 


"What..No! No we can't camp, in the woods," Duff said, looking around him nervously. 
"And why not?" 


"Because..because there's bears and rhinos out here." 


"Duff, there are no rhinos in the woods, how many times must | explain this to you?!" | shouted at him. 
"FINE! Fine fuckin fine, we'll fuckin camp and let the bears get us." 

Duff walked off and | followed him. 

Soon enough we came across a little cave to call home for the next twelve hours until morning time. 

| went in first because Duff didn't want to run into any lurking rhino's. 

"Duff, it's rhino fucking free!" | shouted, and he cautiously crawled into the cave. 

It was a tight squeeze, not a particularly big or wide cave, but big enough for us to fit in 


Our legs and arms seemed to get tangled up in each other and when we finally got ourselves arranged, Duff 


says, 
| need to take a piss." 
"Fuck off!" | scowled at him and turned my back to him, closing my eyes to sleep. 


He tugged at my arm. | tried to ignore him, but suddenly he started making peculiar meowing sounds that | 
just could NOT ignore. 


"WHAT!" | screamed. 
"Slash, could you please face towards me. | get..scared." 


| rolled my eyes and turned to face him. He wrapped his arms around my shoulders so that we were cuddled 


together. 

"Duff, what are you doing?" 

I'm cold," he said, snuggling his face into my shoulder. 

"Uh..oh, fuck it," | sighed, not bothering to question Duff. Besides, | was quite cold as well 

| wrapped my arms around his wait, bringing him closer and putting my face in his shoulder too. 
"Goodnight," | said, closing my eyes. 


"Goodnight, don't let the rhinos bite." 


| couldn't help but laugh at him, before slowly closing my eyes for the final time, before drifting to sleep. 


Disclaimer: Not mine! 


What's the band going to do? 

Meanwhile, what's going on with the rest of the band? (From Izzy's POV) 

Authors Note: | really wanted to write in the form of Izzy, so this is why it isn't in Axis PON or anything. i 
hardly see any Izzy P.ON's so i decided that Izzy will be PONd. anyway. And also, sorry if you prefered the 
Duff/Slash moments, but come on! you have to know how a band's going to react after they've lost their 


bassist and guitarist) 


| woke up with a jump; my eyes bolted open and were scanning the room frantically. Axl and spandex shorts do 


not add up to a peaceful night's sleep. 


| swear | could still hear Axl's screams and the fabric covering my face. It is truly a nightmare created to 


scare. It was a frightmare. 


"Ha ha, frightmare, that was good," | laughed, pulling the covers off me and making my way over to Slash's 


bed. 


If anybody listened to me and my stupid problems with Axl it was Slash. Slash was the best kind of friend. He'd 


listen and sound interested, even if he wasn't. 

| sat on the edge of Slash's bed, but there was no one there. | know | had talked to Slash about the nightmare 
last night but | think Slash was too tired to come to terms with just how traumatising this Axl dream was. 
Therefore | needed to talk to him again about it. He wouldn't mind, he never did. 

| searched around the room and in the bathroom for any signs of Slash, but he was gone. 


"Hm..he must've gotten up already," | mused to myself. 


Well, if Slash was away then Duff would do. Yeah, Duff's a good friend too. Not as good as Slash, but still a 
pretty good mate. 


| walked wearily down the corridor and knocked on Duff's door. 
No answer. 
| shrugged and got out my wallet, searching through it for my copy of Duff's key. 


Okay so maybe | wasn't _ supposed_ to have a copy of Duff's key, but in a way I'm not doing anything wrong. 
Besides, | have a copy of all the band members’ room keys. 


| opened the door and walked into Duffs room. It was completely trashed! Duff wasn't this messy. Then it hit 


me what had happened to the room, 

"Stupid Axl and his search for ‘Mr. Snuggles: | swear under all that hair, hard exterior, shitty attitude, control 
freakishness, bandana's and all around fuck person that he usually is, there's a little child that everyone just 
feels sorry for and wants to love." 

| rolled my eyes and walked over to Duff's bed, pulling down the covers. 

No Duff either. 

What the fuck? No Slash, no Duff? Where are they? 

| looked around the room for a while, and suddenly when | walked over to Duff's desk, | saw a note lying on it. 
| picked it up and read it. It said: 

"Hello whoever gets this letter, (though | might as well say, ‘Hello Izzy’ because he has all our room key's 
copied and he can get in to any of the band members rooms whenever he wants to. Yeah Izzy you thought we 
didn't know about that, you nosey little shit!) 

Anyway, I'm running away from the band. If you want to reach me I'll be in..wait, no lim NOT going to tell you 
where I'll be because THAT would be stupid. 

Anyway, Bye! 

PS. I'm bringing Slash with me." 

And there it was. Duff and Slash ran away from the band. 

| dropped the letter and ran out of the room. | was stuck with Steven and Axl. 

| ran into Steven's room and shook him awake. 

"Steven!" 

"What!" 

"Slash and Duff have run away, Duff left a letter saying that he was rumning away." 

Steven shot up and faced me. 


"Did it say where they went?" 


| shot him a look and he immediately knew the answer. He cleared his throat and quickly got out of his bed. 


He put on a pair of jeans and just walked quickly out of the room topless. 

He grabbed my hand and pulled me up to Axl's door. 

We stood on front of it for a few seconds, both knowing what to do and both lacking the guts to do it. 
"You go first,” said Steven, a quiver in his voice. 

‘lm not going, you go!" 

"No you," he pushed me. 

"No youl" | pushed him back harder. 

He jumped on me and pinned me to the ground. | fought him back, rolling him over so that | was on top of him. 
"No, you do it!" 

"Nol" 

| couldn't deal with this. One of us had to tell Axl, didn't we? 


| lowered myself on him and put his hands above his head, pinning them to the ground and leaning close to his 


ear. 
"One of us has to tell Axl, Steve." 

He nodded slowly and swallowed. 

"Yeah | know," he muttered. 

"Yep..and it's not going to be me." 

| got up from him and helped him up, pushing him up to the door by the back of his neck. 
"Knock it!" | demanded. 

He glared at me and slowly knocked the door. 


"Oh well, he's not coming, | better go," Steven made an attempt to escape my grip on the back of his neck, but 
| quickly gripped him tighter. 


"Knock HARDER!" | said. 


He knocked harder and still no one answered 

"Fuck!" | hissed, searching frantically in my pocket. 

| pulled out my wallet and grabbed Axl's room key. 
Hore" 

Steven looked at me with a raised eyebrow, 

"What?" | asked innocently. 

"You're fucked up dude." 

He put the key in the lock and walked into the room. 


Right on front of us was a red-eyed Axl, kneeling in the middle of a trashed room searching frantically. 


"Uh..Axl," Steven finally mumbled, after | had tightened my grip on him for the second time. 
Axl turned around with a jump. 

"What!?" 

"Um..uh, Izzy has something to tell-;" 

| squeezed on his neck, making him squeak in pain, 


"Ahhhh | mean, uh, — |_ have something to tell you," he said, again turning his neck to glower at me. | smiled 


at him. 
"What?" Axl got up and walked to Steven, grabbing him by the shoulders and out of my grasp. 
"Have you found Mr. Snuggles?" he asked, his eyes lighting up, making him look like a second hand movie psycho. 


"Uh...Axl," Steven let out a nervous laugh, "C-could you please let go of my shoulders? | have sensitive skin and 


it bruises easily." 
"No Axl, we haven't found Snuggles," | said laughing. 
He let go of Steven and sighed. 


"Then what else could be important enough that you walk into my room?" 


| gave Steven a little nudge, hinting to him to tell Axl what's happened. He turned and leaned into my ear, 
"You're a nasty piece of work Isbelle Stradlin! 

| smiled mischievously at him and nudged him towards Axl 

"Axl." 

"What?" 

"D-Duff.and Slash, have-have.." 

"Spit, Ht. Out! 


"Duff and Slash have run away from the band," Steven said quickly, closing his eyes tight, awaiting the 
aftermath of the news. 


Axl looked bewildered for a minute. His eyes portraying the childlike innocence and disorientation that came with 


his Mr. Snuggles teddy bear. 


But soon that innocent visage ended and the cold-hearted Axl soon took hold. He walked over to Steven, all the 


rage and frustration of the news he'd just heard, about to be spilled upon the messenger. 


Axl raised his fist, about to pound it with pure fury into Steven's face. For the simple reason that Steven was 


the one that told him about Duff and Slash. 

He was about to throw it into Steven when suddenly, all my courage gained in me and | snatched Axl's arm. 
He stared at me and quickly yanked his fist out of my hand 

In protection of Steven | pulled him back behind me. | felt like the mother tiger protecting her cub. 

Axl stared at Steven, 

"Sorry Steven" 

Steven cleared his throat and stepped forward, 

"Sok Axl" he whispered, scratching the back of his head 


"Where are they?" Axl asked. 


| shot him a look the same as the one | shot Steven, and he soon got the message. 


"Right, that's it" Axl said, grabbing his jacket and rubbing his red eyes that had been searching for Mr. 
Snuggles all night. 


"Wait, Axl what are you going to do?" | said, quickly grabbing him. 

"Looking for them," he muttered. 

"Well, me and Steven are coming too!" | said, grabbing Steven's hand. 

"We are?" 

| glared at Steven, 

"We are," he laughed nervously, facing Axl. 

“Okay..c'mon," he said, grabbing my hand so that him, Steven and me were all linked. 
Quickly Axl let go of my hand after saying a witty comment about us looking like scouts. 
We were halfway down the street when | realised lots of people looking at Steven and me. 


The women were all saying how cute | was..or something like that, but the men were 


Making disgusted faces. 


But suddenly | realised the women weren't saying how cute _| _ was. They were saying how cute _it _ was. 


How cute is what? 


| looked at Steven who was quite perplexed about all this also. | looked down and saw what ‘itt was. | rolled my 


eyes, 
"Steven!" 

"Yeah?" 

"Look" 

| pointed in the direction | was looking. He gasped. Both of our hands were still locked together. 
Quickly Steven let go and brushed his hair back, laughing childishly. 


| stomped my foot huffily, 


‘Its -not — funny Steven!" 

He giggled more furiously, slapping his leg. 

"Lover boys," | turned to face a smiling Axl. 

"Shut up!" | hissed. 

"C'mon, we got to find out where Duff and Slash went.” 

"Yeah, how're we going to do that, eh?" Steven said, squinting against the glare of the sun 
"Izzy?" Axl said, looking to me. 

"Yeah?" 

"You're a nosey shit, right? Try to find out where they went." 

"Oh jeez thanks," | said sarcastically, folding my arms. 

"Just do it," Axl whispered, pushing past me back to the hotel. 

"What do | do?" Steven asked. 

"You go with your boyfriend," Axl said, looking back and smirking. 

Steven blushed and giggled again like a schoolgirl. 

"Well, whatre you going to do Axl?" | asked curiously. 

"Mr. Snuggles don't find themselves," he rolled his eyes like it was obvious. 
Steven and me both laughed and ran off down the street. 
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King of the Jungle. 


"Slash! Stop it, you KNOW you're cheating!" Duff yelled, closing his eyes tightly and shaking his head. 
"Am not!" | whined, standing up in a threatening stance over him. 
He looked up at me, a scowl plastered on his face and his brown eyes sizzling into me. Still | kept eye contact. 


But my confidence soon absorbed into itself when Duff stood up. His height was superior to mine so | just 
stuck my tongue out at him and turned my back to him. 


| could hear him give a grown of annoyance at my juvenile attitude, but it wasn't fair! He was accusing me of 


cheating. 

‘Im not cheating," | muttered under my breath. 

"Yes you arel" he cried, coming around to face me. 

"How?!" | screamed. 

"You..you blink!" he started to blink exaggeratedly. 

"So?" | shrugged, doing it to annoy him. 

He stood back and made a dramatic face, putting the palm of his hand to his chest. 
"You just admitted it then?" he accused, pointing to me. 


| sneered at him and sat down on the leafy forest ground. Yes, three days later and Duff has managed to keep 


us travelling in a complete circle. 


"SLASH! The whole point of the game is not. To. Blink. NOT TO BLINK!" He yelled, making the birds fly out of 
tree's in fright. 


My eyes widened and | came over to him and held his hand. 
Its okay Duff, you'll be alright. | hear insanity can be cured," | joked, slapping his face playfully. 
His eyes were like saucers as | pulled away from him, laughing heartily. 


He walked over and flung me around by the shoulder, poking me in the chest continuously while crying in a 


weirdly high pitched voice, 


"Slash, we were having a STARING COMPITITION, and if you can't play by the rules, well then we are going to 
have to determine another way to find out who's going to be king of _this — jungle!" Duff made a gesture to 
the surrounding jungle-like scenery. 


| put a hand to my head. Duff was obsessed. 


Yesterday | said that | was king of the jungle, and he —insisted _ that if anyone was king, it was him. Well. 


wasn't going to let him think -that — so now we are having competitions. 


We were having a staring competition but ‘I'm cheating, so god knows what Duff will think of next. He is a 


fucking crazy piece of work. 

"Fine! Fine, well can we think of something to do while we walk?" | hissed, walking off ahead of Duff grumpily. 
He quickly jumped after me, grabbing hold of my arm and squealing, 

"Slash, don't fucking leave me here!" 

| sighed and rolled my eyes, putting my arm around his shoulder. 

"Slash, why are you so mean to me?" Duff said, pulling from me and stopping me with his arm. 

I'm not mean to you Duffy," | said, putting my arm back around him persistently. 

"Yes you are." 

"Whatever," | said, letting go of him as he walked sadly on front of me. 

Three hours later and we are still walking in the fucking woods! The fucking WOODS! | hate woods, | hate them 
They are not good; woods are not good at all. They are black and leafy and now that we are deeper into it 
there are fucking wolves. 

"Duff, | can't deal with wolves," | said, clawing to his shirt. 

"Its okay Slash," he said, petting my hair childishly. 


"No, no it's not good at all dude." 


"Don't be a wimp Slash," he rolled his eyes, trying to fight my hand from practically tearing his shirt to 
shreds. 


| wrapped my arms quickly around him, bringing him into my chest. He gasped at the sudden movement but 


soon relaxed. | brought my lips to his ear and whispered the word that struck fear into a little Duff's heart, 
"Rhino!" 

He yelped and shook my arms off him. 

"Oh fuck Slash, why'd you have to say that!" he whined, putting hands over his face while still walking. 

Now, walking with hands over your face is asking for trouble. And surprisingly enough, ‘trouble’ answered Duff. 
He was walking and sure enough, tripped over a large fallen branch. 

He scuttled to his feet quickly, pouting and kicking the thick, stumpy branch. 

"Ouch," he whined, kicking the branch a little too hard. 

| giggled. 

"Oh, you think _that's _ funny," he said, his face had a serious expression 

| tried to cover my smirk with my hand but it was no use. | nodded my head to him. 


He nodded and leant down to pick up the branch. My face turned stern as he came back up with a branch in 
his hand. 


"Watcha got there?" | said, laughing nervously. 


He pointed the branch to me and smiled mischievously. Though this wasn't an ordinary smile. This was (what 


the rest of the band and | call it) a ‘Duff smile. The smile that Duff does when he truly means business. 
"Duff, w-what are you going to do with that- that.thing," | said, pointing to the branch in his hand 

A glint of delight flickered across his eyes. 

"On guard, Slash" He smiled. 

Was this real? Was -this — Duff's new ‘King of the Jungle’ competition? A sword. mean, a ‘branch’ fight? 
"Duff, Im not going to give you a..well a sword fight with a branch," | laughed. 

He poked me with the end of the branch. 


"C'mon Slash," Duff persisted. 


"No," | smiled, grabbing the end of his stick. He yanked it from me and stomped his foot angrily. 


"Slash, | put a lot of fucking thinking into this plan and you're not going to ruin it! Now grab a fucking stick, 
point it towards me and fucking try to pretend to fucking kill me!" He said Jesus Duff knew how to throw a fit. 


Quickly | grabbed a stick off the ground and held it up to his neck threateningly. 

"You want a fight Duff?" | said, throwing my cigarette to the ground, "I'll give you a fight” 

Quickly he smashed his stick against my stick, and mine went tumbling to the ground. | looked at my unarmed 
hand and gasped. Before | knew it | was running down a little pathway of the forest, pushing stray branches 
out of my way and trying to sprint from a crazy Duff, running after me with his stick waving in the air. 


"Ahhhhhhhhhhhh!" 


Quickly | jumped over a little river and suddenly the shady trees lifted from view and | was out in the middle 
of a traffic-less dusty road. 


We were out! Out of the woods, thank god 

| turned to hug Duff in relief but he wasn't there. | rolled my eyes and walked back over until | was at the 
rivers edge. And there, in the middle of the stream, was a soaking wet Duff. Up to his waist in water and 

spitting the access water out of his mouth 

| laughed and pointed at him while he climbed out of the water, only taking a small breath in which to say, 
"You look, l-like a fucking drowned cat!" 

He suddenly reared back and punched me in the face. 

"Ow! Duff you fucker, why'd you do that?" | muttered, holding on to my most likely broken nose. 

"You were being a bit too mean!" he hissed, walking out into the middle of the road 


"Hurray, we're out!" he shouted, punching the air. 


"Yeah, I'm so thrilled | get to enjoy my broken nose while walking along a long, dusty road, that will probably 


enflame my allergy’s." 
Duff looked at me with a smile, 


"Slash, | thought you were cooler than that babe," he snickered. 


"Yeah well, you learn something new every day." 
He kicked the dust playfully, "You sure do." 
"Time to hitchhike now," Duff said, walking down the road and sticking out his thumb. 


"What?! Hitchhike. You didn't say we'd have to hitchhike!" | said, scrambling after him. 


"Slash, we are in the middle of nowhere, how else are we going to get around?" 


| sighed and looked at Duff with quizzical eyes. What goes on in his little mind? I'm not sure I'll ever find out 
really. Duff was a mystery to all of us, and to all of us he is a mystery. That is the way it should be. 


"Duff?" | said, stopping him and making him face me. 
"Yeah," he smiled, tucking a piece of hair behind his ear. 


"Well..why'd you —really _ bring me?" | asked He gave me a confused look and was about to talk but | stopped 
him. 


"Duff, don't say that you brought me because Axl would be angry. We -both — know that | can handle Axl if | 
want to, right?" | said nodding to him. 


He laughed and pointed to me, 


"Yeah | know. Hey, do you remember the time when Axl was getting too aggressive with Izzy because of that 
little..problem of his?" 


| looked at Duff and smiled, 
"Well, it's not really a problem Duff, is it? He's just a very nosey bastard, that's all," | laughed. 


"Yes well, remember the time when he was yelling at Izzy for using one of his copy's of our room keys to get 


a jar of pickles out of Axl's fridge and Axl caught him? Jesus he was angry.’ 
"Yeah and then | walked in with a can of spray cheese and squirted it all over Axl," | laughed at the memory. 
We stood in silence, simply reflecting on the memory. 


"Yeah, good times. Hey, what is it with Izzy and them pickles, eh? | mean, he is a bit of a pickle fanatic. I'm kind 
of worried about him." | said, pulling out a cigarette and lighting it. 


"Yeah. Well..| mean, what is it with Izzy, in general, eh?" Duff laughed. 


Suddenly a truck pulled up beside us with a bang and stopped. We assumed he wanted to give us a lift so we 
hopped in the back of the truck, slamming the door. 


| was a little bit scared when my door came off its hinges though. | looked at the truck door that | had 
dropped on the ground. 


"Jesus Slash, you've been eating your vegetables. You're as strong as an Ox. | mean, my mum always told me 
to eat my fucking vegetables to make me big and strong but | always thought she was lying!" Duff said, leaning 


over my lap to look at the door on the ground. 


The window to the front seat rolled down, and on front of us was a fowl looking man, with one tooth and a 
messed up eyeball that swivelled round in the socket. 


| felt Duff cringe on my lap as he rolled back into his upright position 

"Don't worry partners, that happens all the ding dang dilly time," the man said in his hillbilly way. 

'Uh..yeah," was all | could say. 

And Duff-- the poor guy-- had a look of pure terror on his face. 

"So where are you two boys off too?" the man asked, starting up the truck's engine with a bang and a chug. 
"Hil give you a clue, it begins with the letter ‘D-;* | elbowed Duff in the ribs and he scowled at me. 

"We're going to Disneyland dude," | sighed at the humility. 

"Happiest place on earth," the man said 


The man rolled up the window to the front seat, leaving Duff and me lying in the back seat, which was covered 


in hay and straw. 
| lay down on the seat, resting my head on Duff's lap. 
"Disneyland better be fucking worth it!" | heard Duff mutter as he tangled his hands in my hair. 


Yeah..Disneyland BETTER fucking be worth it. 
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You are so stupid sometimes. 


Duff had fallen asleep and | was just vaguely listening to the driver talk about goats. Or something like goats.. 
come to think of it, maybe he was talking about penguins? 


| gave a small snort and a chuckle; the word penguin always seemed to get me laughing. Axl almost got a punch 
in the face when he found out. 


The driver looked back at me when he heard the snort and gave me a funny look. 

| bit my bottom lip and turned to face a sleeping Duff. 

He looked so sweet when he slept, | thought. Almost innocent in a way; the way his hair brushed over the side 
of his face, the way his nostrils flared, the little trail of drool going from his lip down the side of his lovely 


face. 


| almost didn't want to awaken him, but there was no choice. Now, | would be as gentle as | could be waking 


this little angel up. 
| went right up close to his ear and, 
"DUFF! DUFF WAKE UPI" 


Duff gave a huge snort and jumped awake, banging his head into mine, as he looked frantically around to find 


what had awoken him. 

| clasped my head, almost in tears squeaking out Duff's name, 

"Duff, you little fuck!" | squealed, a single tear washed the side of my face. 
Duff looked at me and sighed, 

"Oh Slash, hi 


| could have punched him; in fact..l think | did, cause the next thing | remembered was my fist throbbing and 
looking down at Duff; his eyes crossed in and his bottom jaw jutted out and he was smiling stupidly. 


| shook him by the shoulders so that his head flopped back and forward as if he was spineless and just..floppy. 
It was quite amusing to watch, so | shook him harder, until eventually he had to slap me to get me to stop. 


"Sorry man, you're just very funny to look at," | said, not meaning it to come out the way it sounded. 


He glowered at me, but | couldn't be bothered correcting myself. Duff would probably find about two hundred 


other insults from my explanations. He was good at that. 

We were driving into a small city that | think was called..| don't know what it was called. 

The driver looked around at Duff and me and stopped the car on front of a small hotel. 

"Out!" he said. 

"Uh, why?" | asked, wondering why we had stopped here. 

"Because, this is where *l'm * stopping, so this is where you're getting out," he said, gesturing to the door. 


| made my mouth into an ‘ot shape and got out of the car, finding it a bit difficult because Duff was pushing 
me to get out faster. 


"Duff get out on your own side!" | said, trying to stop from falling out into the middle of the street 
"Nol" he said, trying to push me harder. 

"Why?" | pushed against him. 

"Because your door's already open.well it's not there so what's the point in opening mine?" 


| couldn't argue anymore cause my grip on the door was getting weak so | had to let go, and | fell splat on my 


face in the middle of the road, Duff stepping on my back as he got out. 


"Thanks for that Duff," | said sarcastically, getting up and walking on to the footpath around the other side of 
the car, on front of a big, grand hotel. 


"Well, we'll have to stay here," | said unenthusiastically, scratching the back of my neck 
"Yup," Duff muttered, walking into the hotel and up to the woman at the reception desk 


"Hello there ma'am, me and my partner here would like to get a room," Duff said, making it sound like him and 


me were a couple. 
The lady (and a gorgeous lady she was too) looked to me with a strange stare. | blushed and smiled. 
"Yes sir, that's fine. Would you like two separate beds or.." the woman trailed off, obviously a bit embarrassed. 


| opened my mouth to say ‘separate,’ but it just ended up my jaw dropping to the floor when Duff said, 


"One double bed please. 

| looked to him and raised my eyebrows, my mouth still falling open 
He shrugged and closed my mouth with his hand, "What's the matter?" 
"You..you said, ozone bed," | stuttered, still in a case of shock 

Again he shrugged, "So?" 


"She's going to think we're together. That fine piece of woman is going to think that | am ‘with' you," | poked 
him on the shoulder. 


Duff sighed and put a hand to his head, 

"Slash, | cannot go to a fancy place like this being single," he lowered his voice. 

| would have laughed at him if | didn't think he was so stupid. 

"So you decide to make me look gay!" | hissed, poking him harder on the shoulder, 
"Ouch, okay don't do that, | bruise easily," Duff said, rubbing his shoulder. 


"You BRUISE easily? YOU BRUISE EASILY!? Duff, right now my dignity is ‘bruised’ cause that woman and | are 
never going to get it on if she thinks | am fucking gay!" 


Duff looked taken aback, but his expression just faded into a mysterious smile when he turned back to the 
receptionist and said in his gayest accent, 


"Make sure we get the honeymoon sweet because we want this to be romantic. And make sure it has a 
heart-shaped tub, with lot's of chocolate mints on the pillows, and some kinky whips cause me and my baby 
need some spice in our relationship, don't we snookums," Duff coved, pinching my cheek. 

| was bright red. Partly with humility, partly with anger. 

| glared at him evilly, but he just gave a big radiant smile to me. 

The girl at the desk smiled, | think she was about to laugh actually, 


"Um..okay, I'll go check if it's free," she laughed slightly, walking off down the corridor. 


But Duff didn't stop at the kinky whips; he went on, taking the liberty to shout down after the woman, 


"MAKE SURE THERE ARE *LOT‘S * OF CONDOMS IN THE ROOM PLEASE!" 


And | think | actually heard myself hitting rock bottom. 
| could just imagine it, a little Slash fly on the wall that had just been swatted by a big Duff-man. 


The woman smiled at Duff, covering her mouth and running down the hall. | didn't know whether she was going 


to throw up or laugh. 

"Duff." | whispered 

He turned to me and did a big cheesy grin to me. 

Sack 

"| Hate." | turned my head to face him, "You," | pointed to his chest. | reminded myself of a zombie. 
He put an arm around me and smiled, 

"| know you do," he laughed 

The woman walked back, giving us the keys to the room. 

Duff smiled and skipped upstairs, holding my hand. | had to smile at him he was so funny. 


We looked at the front door of the honeymoon sweet. There was a big heart on the door and it said in big 


writing, 

"JUST MARRIED" 

Then if you looked below that, it said in smaller writing, 

"Please shag quietly so as not to disturb other guests." 

Duff sniggered with me, and | put my hand on the door handle about to walk in, but Duff grabbed it. 
"What?" | said confused. 

"You have to carry me in," he smiled. 

"Wha'?" 


"You have to CARRY me inl" he repeated, holding up his arms. 


"Why?" 


"It adds to the effect. You know, like in the movies? They get married and the guy carries the girl into the 


bedroom." He winked at me. 

| stood back and looked at him up and down. 

"Why can't | be the girl?" | swear the words just spilled out. 

Duff's eyes narrowed and he put his hand on his hip. 

"Because..| want to be the girl," he whined, stamping his foot. 

"Fine!" 

| went to Duff and lifted his body into my arms. He was surprisingly light for his height actually. 
Suddenly | realised | couldn't open the door. 

"Just. just kick it open," Duff said, flailing his arms in the air as he almost lost balance. 
"Duff | can't do that," | said, shaking. 

"Just DO IT!" he shouted. 

| was under so much pressure; | didn't know what to do. 

"KICK IT!" Duff screamed, so | just leapt forward and kicked the door. 

"OWWWWW!" | howled, dropping Duff to the floor and grabbing my foot. 
"Slasssssshhhh!" Duff wailed, getting up from the floor. 

But | just got angry. | was going to get this door opened. 


| kicked it again. Still it wouldn't open, so | kept kicking and kicking, with Duff screaming in my ear, ‘HARDER, 
HARDER!" | don't know what the hell the other guests thought we were doing..well; | guess | have a rough idea. 


Finally, with one final kick, the door swung open and | jumped into the room with a big smile on my face. 


"You know Slash, l'm just thinking..." 


"Thinking, Duff? Thats not like you," | smiled. 
He ignored me and carried on, 


"I was just thinking that from the moment you dropped me we could have just *opened * the door," he said, 


stepping forward and laughing like a hyena. 


| took a final look at Duff, before falling with exhaustion on to the bed. 


Jail House Rock. 


| must've fallen asleep because I've just woken up with Duff leaning over looking at me. It kind of freaked me 


out because having Duff watching me sleep in a honeymoon suite was not something that felt right. 

"Hello sleeping beauty,” Duff smiled, stroking a bit of hair from my face. 

| raised an eyebrow at this little gesture and sat up in the bed. 

"Duff, how long have you been watching me sleep?" | asked, with only a slight hint of concern 

Duff cocked his head and looked at his watch, 

"Twenty minutes, you're a pretty heavy sleeper. | mean | tried to wake you up but..you were like a rock. And 
that little line of drool that went from your mouth down the side of your face, that's so sweet," Duff laughed, 
sprawling his body over the bed and leaning on his elbow. 


"You watched me sleep for twenty minutes?" | asked, looking down at his face, looking up at me. 


"Well if you say it like *that * of course it's going to sound bad," he said defensively, folding his arms over 
his chest. 


"Duff, if | say it *any * way its going to sound bad," | laughed and got up from the bed, going over to the 
door which had finally been replaced. 


"Where are you going?" Duff said, rolling over on his stomach and looking at me. 


"To get some booze, what do you think l'm doing?" | said, crossing my arms in the same manner as he was, 


and staring back at him. 
"You CAN'T go without brushing your teeth!" He yelped, scuttling off the bed and walking clumsily over to me. 
"Wha’," | half laughed. 


"You heard me! Your breath stinks man, and | am not standing near you if you don't brush those fucking teeth 


in your mouth," Duff said sternly. 
| shook my head in disbelief, 
"Duff, I'm don't have time-;' 


Duff took a step away from me, trying to prove his point. | shook my head again and tried to reach out to 


grab him, but he just stepped back again. | threw up my hands, 

"Fine" 

Duff clapped and walked over to the bathroom, holding my hand and dragging me with him. 
There were toothbrushes already in the bathroom so we used the one's there. 

Duff's eyes widened as he saw the heart-shaped bathtub in the middle of the bathroom. 
"| do NOT believe it," Duff laughed, jumping into the empty bath 

| just stood against the sink with an open jaw. A heart shaped bathtub? Dear lord. 

"This is so nifty," Duff laughed, climbing back out of the tub and over to me. 

"Yeah," was all | could manage to say. 

Duff grabbed a toothbrush and squirted the toothpaste on to it, cleaning his teeth fiercely. | did the same. 
"There, happy?" | said, throwing down the toothbrush. 

But to my surprise Duff didn't answer, he just walked out of the room and sat on a seat. 
| said my goodbyes to him and walked out of the room, on the hunt for some whiskey. 


Eventually | got my booze in the bar downstairs. It was twelve in the morning and | was going to drink whiskey. 


It was like heaven really. 

| walked back up to the familiar door with the heart and barged in. What | saw horrified me. 

Duff standing on the bed singing Bon Jovi, ‘Living on a Prayer’ into a brush. 

"Ahhhhhhhh!" 

| screamed, putting the bottle on the table and tackling Duff on the bed so that he fell to the floor. 
"What are you DOING!" he shouted, kicking beneath me. 

"You were singing Bon Jovi, Duff," | screamed. 


"Yeah | know!" he shouted, pushing me off him and stepping back on to the bed. 


"But why, WHY? | ask you." 
"Because, we're never ALLOWED to sing it with the rest of band because of that guy that thought Axl was a 
Bon Jovi look alike. Slash, Bon Jovi is some catchy shit, | mean do you know how fuckin hard it is to not sing 


along to that stuff?" 


| must admit | hadn't ever thought about it. | always kind of wanted to sing along but Axl throws fits a lot, and 
he would throw thirty fits if he heard us singing that. 


Duff smiled, "So you have wanted to sing along to it too?" 

"Uh..n-no," | stuttered, looking to the ground. 

Duff jumped off the bed and over to me. 

"We better leave here Slash, if we want to continue our adventure to Disneyland" 
Duff started throwing hotel soap and wash towels from the hotel into his little sack and tying it up. 
"Let's go," he smiled, waltzing out of the room. 

We walked down to the reception desk to the same woman who served us yesterday. 
"We want to leave," Duff said simply, giving his sack to me. 

| stared at the woman with my tongue out practically. She was hot. 

"Okay sir, that's five hundred dollars," she smiled. 

"W-what?" Duff said, now * his* tongue was hanging out. 

We didn't have that kind of money. 

"Um..uh..well..” 

The woman stared at Duff in confusion, 

‘ls something wrong sir?" 

"Um..uh..RUNI" 


Duff grabbed my arm and ran out of the hotel and down the street. 


| don't believe it, we're practically stealing. Not that we haven't done it before but we were a little subtler 


about it. 

Duff quickly pulled me into a little side alley, and we both collapsed to the ground. 

"Duff, you are so stupid!" | smacked him across the head. 

He climbed up and we walked down the street after catching our breath. 

What were we going to do now? 

"We'll have to walk," Duff said, pulling out a trucker cap and putting it on his head backwards. 
"No!" | said quickly. He stared at me. 


| looked over to a truck at the side of the road. A man was packing it. The doors were open and the guy was 
eating a sandwich. It would be very risky, but hey it was a free ride. 


| nudged Duff and pointed to the open car, he smiled. 
We both walked over to the guy, and did what we did best. Trick him. 
Duff made small talk while | took the keys out of his side pocket. He didn't even feel anything, damn I'm good. 


| gave Duff a smile to say mission accomplished and Duff threw the guy to the side and hopped in the front 
seat. | ran around and quickly jumped in the driver seat and started the ignition.off we went. 


And on the road we drove, in a stolen car. We were in a lot of shit, but once we got out of this little place, no 
one would find us. 


Duff fixed his hair in the mirror. 

"This reminds me of Thelma and Louise,” he said, turning to face me. 
"Who?" | asked. 

"Thelma and Louise, you know the movie? We rented it once!" 

"Oh, yeah. |..uh remember that," | lied. 
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| do remember it actually. Put me to sleep nice n’ good." 


Suddenly | heard something, a low squealing noise like a siren. | turned to Duff, he heard it too. 
"What is that?" 

Duff turned around to look behind us. He looked back at me, his face pale and his eyes diluted 
"Its the police.” 

"Oh fuck no!" 

| swerved off the road and began to drive down a dusty landscape. 


"Now * this * does remind me even more of Thelma and Louise," Duff squealed in delight, "Now all we need is 


a cliff" 


And sure enough, a cliff came. Right on front of us. | glared at Duff who was looking at me with a scared 


expression. 
"You are such a little fuck, dude," | screamed, stopping the car at the Cliffside. 

"Let's keep going," Duff said, grabbing my hand. 

| yanked it away from him, "Duff, you've watched that movie too many times." 

"Sorry! 

The police car stopped behind us, and a fat policeman stepped out and walked over to our truck. 
Duff gave him an innocent smile. 

| sneered at him and turned grinning to the policeman 

"Hello officer," | said. 

"Get out!" the man said, opening the car door. 

| sighed and stepped out of the truck. Duff got out the other side. 

"Get into the police car," the man said. 


| rolled my eyes and Duff and me walked over to the car. The man pushed us both in and he got into the 


front seat. 


"Im taking you two down fo the station, for theft and not paying five hundred dollars to a hotel" 

| leaned my head on Duffs shoulder. This couldn't be happening 

He tock us down to the station and the guy that we stole the truck from was there and also the hot 
receptionist. They both confirmed that we were the ones that stole the truck and didn't pay, and soon enough, 
Duff and | were in a jail cell 

"This is fucking fantastic!" | sneered sarcastically to Duff, who was scrunched up in the corner of the cell 
"What will we do now?" | punched the wall 

The policeman came over to us and asked us for a contact number. 

"Why do you need a contact number?" 


| asked suspiciously. 


"So that we can inform the people you know where you are. We've confirmed you two punks aren't from 


around here." 

Duff stood up. 

"Don't call the band!" Duff yelled, grabbing my arm. 
"THEN WHO CAN WE CALL!" | shouted. 

Duff pouted and walked over to his little corner again. 
| gave the officer the band's number and he walked off to call them. 
"Well Duff, this is a great trip." 

"| like it," Duff whispered, laughing. 

"What are you laughing at?" | looked angrily at him. 
"Dunno" 

"Well, there's no Disneyland for you Duff" 


"Oh poo." 


"The band isn't going to be happy.’ 
But Duff just sat in silence for a few minutes, until finally | heard him singing a little song. 


"Oh, we're half way there, 
Ohhhh, living on a prayer.” 


| smiled, and suddenly started to sing myself, 

"Take my hand, we'll make it | swear, 

Then both of us together, 

"Ohhhh, living on a prayer 

Until suddenly a booming voice came from another cell, 

"SHUT UPI 

Duff just pulled a face and rested his head on his knee. 

The band would bail us out of here, lm sure they will 

| looked to Duff and saw him holding something. It was white, it had ears and it had fluff sticking out of it 


| walked over to him and he looked up at me. | knew what it was. | snatched it from his hand and looked at it. A 
stuffed bear. 


"This.this is Axis Mr. Snuffles!" | yelped 

Duff smiled mischievously, taking it back from my hand 
"Correction, *my * Mr. Sruffles” 

Next one will be written in Steven's POV. 


Disclaimer: Not mine! non of them. Well.except for the receptionist and policeman. 


Driving to Texas. 


"Axl, do you know that in a certain light you look like Marilyn Monroe?" Izzy said, munching on a burger and 


watching Axl in his frantic search for Mr. Snuggles. 
"Shut up!" Axl hissed, tossing the covers of his bed for about the fifth time that day. 
"Im serious, the resemblance is uncanny!" Izzy poked my shoulder and pointed to Axl, 
"Isnt it Steven?" He said, taking another chew of his burger. 

"No," | put down my porno magazine. 

"Shut up," Izzy scowled at me for not agreeing. He was weird like that 


Axl stood up and threw up his arms, "| CAN'T FIND HIM!" he shouted, putting his hands over his face in 


dramatic distress. 

"Hey, maybe he's lost?" Izzy said, shrugging and looking at Axl. 

| leapt forward and stopped Axl in mid-pounce from killing a bewildered (stupid) Izzy. 
The phone rang. 

"Who's going to get that?" Izzy muffled through his chewing. 

"| can't do it, l'm blonde," | said, sitting down on the chair and folding my arms. 
"(Cough) peroxide (cough)," Axl's witty remark 

"WHAT!" | yelped. 

"I can't do it, l'm eating," Izzy said, chomping again on his burger. 

‘| can't do it, I'm in distress," Axl yelled, throwing his hands to the heavens. 

"Let's have a vote," | suggested. 

Axl huffed, "Fuck no, | always get voted so I'll save us the fucking bother and answer it" 


"Thank Ax," Izzy said, licking his fingers as he finished his meaty burger. 


Axl answered it, "What do ya want?" he said sighing. 

He took the phone from his ear and covered the mouthpiece, 

"Its the police," he whispered, "Hide the heroin dammit!" he hissed at us. 

"Axl there is no heroin," Izzy whispered to him. 

"Oh..Well get Steven out of here." 

"What?" | asked, a little offended. 

"Steven, | can practically * smell* the heroin of youl" he said, putting the phone back up to his ear. 
"Hello police," Axl said. 

Izzy and me started to talk until we suddenly heard Axl shriek, 

"THEY WHAAAATTTTI?elll" 

Izzy jumped so high out of his seat that his beer flew out of the bottle and on to Axl's head, 
Axl glowered at Izzy. 

"Well, where are they now?" Axl asked into the phone. 

"They're in TEXAS!" Axl squealed. 

"FINE! We're on our way," Axl slammed down the phone and turned to us. 

"Slash and Duff are in Texas," Axl said with a solemn face. 

"Oh, that's nice," Izzy smiled, getting out a bouncy ball and throwing it up and down. 
| hit him over the head, 

‘Izzy, at least *pretend * to care!" 

"Listen, we've got to go," Axl said, grabbing his coat and running downstairs. 
"Where?" Izzy asked dumbly, standing up, "Burger King?" 


| grabbed him at the back of the neck, pushing him out of the door after Axl. 


| stayed in the room for another two minutes to take a sniff of some cocaine before | went. Hey, | had to 


have a little juice in my system before a long journey. 
| walked down the hotel stairs and out the front door, into a limo that Axl was driving. 
"Axl, why are you driving?" | asked. 


"Well the drivers too damn slow," he snapped, starting the ignition and making the engine roar before taking off 


down the street. 

"But do you know where we're going?" | asked. 

"Yeah, Texas," he rolled his eyes and hunched over the wheel, a demonic glint lighting up his smiling face. 
"WHAT! | thought we were going to Burger King!" Izzy said, leaning back in the chair in a huff. 

"No Izzy..No we're not," | said, a smirk on my face. 

"Yes, we're going to Texas," Axl said in a Texan accent. 

"Axl, don't talk like that,” | said. 

"Sorry! 


"Where's * my* apology? | was tricked into thinking we were going for a finger licking good time, but | was 


fooled, FOOLED | SAY!" 

"Izzy, there was so many things wrong with that sentence, | don't know where to start," | said, putting a hand 
over my face, "Well that's not true | * do know where to start, and it's by saying that ‘Finger licking fun’ is 
the witty KFC saying, you baboon!" 

"BOOZE BREAK!" Axl squealed happily, stopping the car. 

"What, no! We have to go get Duff and Slash out of that..where are they?" | asked. 


"Jail," Axl muttered, searching in his wallet for booze money. 


"Axl, fuck off we're not going for a booze break if Slash and Duff are in jail. Get out of the front seat!" | said, 
pushing him out of the front door and making him fall to his face on the ground. 


He quickly got up and stomped into the back seat. 


| started up the engine and drove fast n' speedy down the highway. 
"Ahhhh don't drive so bloody fast!" Axl squealed, grabbing on to Izzy's hand 
"Axl! Let go of my hand, can't you see tm trying to huff 

Still | drove faster down the road, the cocaine starting to kick in 
"HAHAHAHAHAHAHAH, faster, FASTER!" | shouted, driving faster as we went 
"No00000o0o0000!" Axl and Izzy screamed together. 

| stopped suddenly, 


"You guys are no fun!" | hissed, getting out of the car and into the back, pulling Izzy out and pushing him into 
the front seat. 


"What?" Izzy said, he turned back to face me; confused of why his location in the car had changed. 


"Drivel" | roared, hitting him on the shoulder. 
Izzy jumped and shakily put the key in the ignition 


He went slow as a snail down the road. | couldn't believe it, 
"Faster Izzy!" 

He went faster, way faster! 

"That's better," | laughed, petting Axl's hair stupidly. 

He faced me, a sneer on his face, "What are you doing?" 
"You are SO pretty!" | said, leaning my head on his shoulder. 
Axl smiled broadly, "REALLY?" 

"Nope!" | said, smiling in the drugs. 

"Damn you Steven!" 

But | still continued to pet his hair. 


"LOOK BURGER KING!" Izzy shrieked, pointing out the window. 


| grabbed a handful of Axl's hair and yanked him with me as | leant forward and tried to persuade Izzy not to 
stop into BK. | succeeded (smug smiles) 


"Where is Texas by the way," Izzy asked. 


"There's a map in the drivers compartment," | said, trying to comfort Axl and his aching scalp, as | was the 
one that made it sore. 


"Oki Dokey," Izzy said in a singsong voice as he plunged into the little compartment and pulled out a map. 


"Ax, it's okay, | didn't mean to hurt you," | said, kissing his head. (| didn't know what | was doing all right! | was 
on drugs!) 


Axl pushed me away, "Stop it dude," he said. 

| leant my head on his shoulder. 

"BOOZE BREAK!" Izzy squealed. 

Oh Jesus another Axl. 

"KEEP. DRIVING!" | said, pulling a needle out of my pocket and holding it to Izzy's neck. 
"STEVEN!" Axl yelped, trying to grab my wrist. 

"Sorry, I'm on drugs," | said. 

"You held a needle to his NECK!" Axl yelped. 

"Can | have some drugs?" Izzy muttered. 

"IZZY" 

"No you're driving," | muttered. 

"STEVEN!" 

"What?" Izzy and me said in unison. 

Axl sighed and rolled his eyes, flopping his head on to the window. 


"Nothing," he made an offensive hand gesture towards me. | gasped, but soon forgot what | was gasping at. 


"| know l'm offended. but at what?" | said in bamboozlement. 
"Steven" Izzy said 

"Huh?" 

"Shut up." 

"| wasn't talking..was |?" 

"Yes Steven..yes you were.” 


| shrugged before eventually falling unconscious on to Axl's lap. 


Please review, i feel lonely with an empty review box lol. 


Disclaimer: Not mine! 


Introducing..Kyle and Marty. 


"C'mon Steven, just look a *bit * harder!" Izzy moaned from the front seat. 
‘lm sorry Izzy, | just * don't® see it," | said, looking with curiosity at Axl's face. 


‘Its right there, when the sun hits the side of his face, LOOK HARDER!" Izzy squealed, making the car go off 
the road a bit before straightening up again. 


‘Izzy, be careful," Axl said in a ‘couldn't care less‘ voice, while taking a long draw off his cigarette. 
"Oh wait! | saw it, just there!" | said excitedly, pointing to Axl. 


"Marilyn Monroe!" Izzy laughed, raising his hand in the air for a brief moment before letting it go back to the 


steering wheel. 

"Shut up!" Axl screamed finally, hitting Izzy and me on the shoulders. 

"Sorry Axl," | laughed, snatching his cigarette off him taking a long, slow puff. 
"Oh sweet relief," | smiled intimately at the cigarette in between my fingers. 
"You can keep that one Steve," Axl said, a slight look of disgust on his face. 
"Did you find Mr. Snuffles?" Izzy said. 

Axl looked towards me with big eyes, they were watering. 

‘Izzy, that's a bit of a touchy subject,” | whispered, holding Axl's head in my arms. 
"Oh! Why?" 

God Izzy is dumb! 

"000000000 FUCK!" Izzy screamed, banging the steering wheel with his fist. 
"What, what is it?" | said, looking out the window frantically. 

"That is the fifth fucking Burger King we've passed today!" He whined. 


Ah there it was. A mighty Burger King atop a grand hill. That was where dear Isbelle wanted to be. 


"Izzy, shut up!" Axl squeaked through his tears of the lost Snuffle. 


"God, | have a mighty hankering for some fries and a jumbo beef burger right now," Izzy moaned, followed with 


a low rumble from his stomach. 


"Fuck Izzy, you've been complaining about Burger King for hours, give my head a break," | said, leaning back in 


my seat. 


"Hey Steven, the drugs have worn off you, maybe *you * could drive for a while?" Izzy suggested, stopping 
the car at the side of the road. 


"| can't drive, I'm blonde," | said innocently. 

| can't drive, I'm mourning," Axl piped up. 

| can't drive, I'm hungry," Izzy said, fumbling with the keys in his hand. 

Let's have a vote," | suggested. 

Axl glared, "Fuck off, I'll drivel” 

He climbed out over me and jumped into the front seat, while Izzy climbed into the back. 
Axl took off down the road. 

"What direction do we go?" He asked. 

"Look at the map," Izzy said, bringing out a bottle of whiskey from his inside pocket. 


| raised my eyebrows at him, How the *fuck * did he get whiskey in that pocket? Why did he have whiskey in 
his pocket? 


‘Izzy, you are scary," | said. 

| looked into the front seat. Axl was looking at the map and not at the road, | gasped. 

"AXL! LOOK AT THE ROAD!" 

"Re-lax Stevie Wonder, can't you *see * I'm on automatic driver," Axl said smugly. 

"Axl, this car doesn't have automatic driver," Izzy said, taking a chug of his whiskey and pulling out cigarettes. 


Axl looked down at the little driving panel where the ‘Automatic driver’ wouldve been. 


"Oh, so it doesn't," Axl chuckled a little before putting down the map and driving again. 
"Oh yeah, chuckle Axl, that's what to do when you almost kill * us," | squeaked 


"| like to laugh, loud and long and clear, 


| love to laugh, so everybody can hear, ha ha hal" 


Axl started to sing his little laugh song, while Izzy offered me a cigarette that had fallen on the floor. They 


were all driving me crazy. 

"| love to laugh...” 

"Hey Steve, want this cigarette?" 

"Loud and long and clear.. 

"| swear it's all right, it hasn't fallen on the floor or anything..." 
‘| love to laugh, so everybody can hear..." 

"Take the cigarette-;’ 

"Ahhhhhhhh shut up!" | screamed, covering my ears. 


The car was silenced, Axl eyes were glued to the road and his lips tightly shut. While Izzy looked at me with 


dark eyes and an offended expression. 
"Well..well | never!" Izzy said in offence, his bottom lip quivering. 


"Steven, you're going on my list of enemies!" Izzy said, pulling out a little notebook and pen while jotting down 


my name. 
He looked up at me and gave me an evil grin, 
"There, ha. You're in for it now Steven" 


| looked at him with wide eyes, but soon took on a twisted expression when Izzy grinned and waved the book in 


my face, 
"ONLY JOKING LOOK WHAT IT *REALLY * SAYS," he squealed in childish delight. 


In the notebook in Izzy's writing it said, 


‘| really, really like Steven! 

"Yes, very witty Izzy," | smiled, patting his shoulder while he snorted in laughter. 

"Ah, it was wasn't it?" He giggled. 

"What are you * baboons*® doing," Axl called from the front. 

"None of your business Jon Bon Jovi," Izzy said. 

| gasped. 

"That's not fucking funny man!" Axl said, reaching in the back with his hand to find Izzy's leg or something. 


"Okay, Axl stop!" | said, grabbing Axl's frantic hand. 
"If you ever call me that again," Axl said threateningly. 


"You're right Axl, it was wrong of me to call you that," Izzy said, looking out the window. 
Axl looked suspiciously at Izzy before looking back at the road. 

| heard a low humming coming from Izzy. 

The humming turned into song, 

‘Oh, we're half-way the-ere, 

Oh whoa, living on a pray-er, 

Take my hand, we'll make it | swe-ear, 

Oh whoa, living on a-;" 

"When we get out of this car I'll fuck you up man!" Axl said. 

"Axl he's only trying to piss you off because he can't get burger king, just ignore, count to ten!" | squealed. 
"Fuck, Texas better be fucking worth it!" Axl muttered. 

"AXL! We'd go *anywhere * if our friends needed us you baboon!" | said. 


"I'm not a baboon," Axl whined. 


Izzy snickered, "Yes you are." 


"NO I'M NOT!" Axl twisted in his seat to look at Izzy, before turning back to the road. "I'm much smarter than 


a baboon. | am a crouching tiger.” 

Izzy snickered again, but Axl ignored. 

"Axl, are we there yet?" | moaned, getting very bored. 

"Stop being so juvenile Steven!" Axl hissed. 

"Huh?" | said. 

"Maybe we should ask directions?" Izzy suggested. 

"NO!" Axl said in manly pride. 

"Ask for directions Ax!" | said threateningly. 

"Uck..FINE!" Axl stopped abruptly on front of two hitchhikers. 
"Where's Texas?" Axl asked. 

"You're going to Texas?" Said one. 

"Yeah," Axl said, "If we find out where it is." 

‘| know," said hitchhiker number two. "In fact, we're going there. I'll tell you where it is, if you give us a lift" 
Axl drew off his cigarette casually. 

"Okay," He said, throwing the ash stick to the ground. 

"Axl! They could be killers!" Izzy said, cowering in the corner. 
"Oh yeah, my bad," Axl said, grabbing one of the hikers arms. 
"Are you guys killers?" He said, shrugging. 

Both the hikers shook their heads. 

"Cool, get in" 


One of the hikers got in the back and the other got in the front seat beside Axl. 


Izzy shuffled beside me to make room for the hiker, he leant over and whispered, to me, 
"Its okay Steve. If they try to touch us, | have pepper spray’ 

| nodded, "Okay" 

"So, what are you guys called?" Axl asked 

"Yeah, well m Kyle and the guy in the back is Marty’ 


Kyle had long blonde, wavy hair and talked like a surfer. Marty had brown straight hair that was tied back; he 


also talked like a surfer. 

"Where are you guys from?" Axl asked. 

"California," Kyle said, giving the thumbs up and turning to slap Marty's hand. 

"Radical," Marty laughed. 

"Totally," Kyle said, tucking his hair behind his ear. 

Something tells me it's going to be an interesting journey. 

Disclaimer: Not mine. Cept for Kyle and Marty, who by the way are like the coolest characters I've ever made 
up! They are based on Jay and Silent Bob, if you've ever seen the movie. Totally cool. 


(Id like to say that some of this story was taken from Father Ted, cause | thought it was a funny episode 


with Graham Norton lol. So don't sue please!) 


Getting Out Slash and Duffy. 


"NO Izzy, repeat the lyrics after me!" Marty was Teaching Izzy how to sing all the lyrics of ‘Living on a 
Prayer’ by Bon Jovi, and with each verse Izzy sung he gave a quick evil grin to a teeth gritting Axl. 


‘Izzy, would you PLEASE, shut. UP!" Axl shouted, jumping slightly, causing the wheel to jerk. 
"Whoa dude, calm down. Your aura is disturbing mel” Kyle said, putting a hand on Axl's arm. 


"Yeah Axl, have some consideration for the people that have to deal with your stinking aura," Izzy giggled with 
Marty. They were getting to be very good friends, and | was starting to feel left out. 


"Hey Izzy," | said, patting the guitarists arm to get his attention 

Izzy turned around, a big smile on his face that soon lessened when he saw me. 
"What is it Steven?" 

"| was just thinking about..uh..cheese," | said. | couldn't fucking think what else to say! 
‘Okayyyyy," lzzy said, making a face and turning back to Marty. 

| sighed and rolled down the window. Something interesting might be outside. 
Tree. 

Tree. 

Tree. 

Rabbit. 

Tree. 

Tree. 

Decapitated man. 

Tree.. 


"Shit, nothing interesting outside," | huffed, rolling up the window again. 


All the guys were having a good time except for me. Hell, even Axl's manage to lighten up and is playing the 
license plate game with Kyle. 


"Hey Axl, how do you play the-;” 
"SHUT UP! IM TRYING TO CONCENTRATE!" 


| widened my eyes and took a puff of my cigarette. Maybe it was best not to play games with Axl. After all, 
he wasn't a very good loser. Oh, the stories those board games could tell if Axl Rose played them. 


And who could forget the famous ‘Scrabble’ incident. To this day Axl still can't look at the word, ‘Phenomenal’ 
without getting a small twitch in his eye. 


| chuckled, only to be looked at as crazy by Izzy. 
| screwed into a ball in the corner of the car. Nobody was paying attention to me. 
So *this * is what it's like to be a neglected child? 


"WERE HEEERRRREEE! Axl shouted, pushing on the breaks, making the car jolt forward and causing Izzy's hat 
to fly forward to the front of the car. 


"Awesome," Marty smiled, putting on his sunglasses and hopping out of the limo. 
"Totally," Kyle got out as well 

In fact, we all got out of the car. 

Axl pulled up his trousers and walked around to give Kyle a handshake and a smile. 
"Good game man, it's too bad you lost," Axl said, giving him a pat on the back. 


"Yeah, well | didn't have much of a choice but to lose when you had me in that headlock," Kyle said, rubbing 
the back of his neck. 


‘| almost crashed the car when | did that," Axl said, nodding his head and smiling as if it was all fond memories. 
"Uh..yeah, anyway thanks for the lift. 
"No problem." 


"Bye Marty," Izzy muttered to his new friend, grabbing him in a tender but manly hug. 


"Uh..." | just stood with my hands in my pockets. | want a friend! 


The two hitchhikers hopped on their awaiting steeds, and they rode off gallantly into the sunset..okay, maybe 
that didn't happen. But it's more exciting than saying they walked off down the road! 


"Where's the jail?" Axl said, slapping his hands together, ready for action 


"You know, that sentence sounds funny said by you Axl," Izzy laughed, but soon stopped when he got a poison 


stare from Axl. 

"You're filled with jokes today Izzy," Axl said mockingly. 

"Huh?" 

Seriously, Izzy is stupid! 

"I think it's this way," | said, looking up at the massive sign at the end of the road that said, ‘JAIL: 
"Uh..yeah | know that," Axl said, fixing his collar. 

": CoughbaboonCough:" That was Izzy. 

"Crouching TIGER!" Axl squealed, as Izzy skipped down the road, and | followed like the forgotten puppy. 
God, | missed Duff. Getting stuck with these two baboons was enough to drive me around a loop. 


Duff was like, one of my best friend and so was Slash. But Slash never had time for me since Izzy's been 


having those spandex shorts dreams about Axl 

We walked into the jail and up to an officer. 

"Is Duff and Slash in here?" | asked desperately. 

A flow of what looked like relief washed over the officer, and he held his hand to his chest. 
"ARE YOU PICKING THEM UP?" He asked me urgently. 

'Uh..yeah 

"Oh thark god! Get them out now! They've been keeping the whole place up since they came in 


"Why, what're they doing?" Axl asked, moving on front of me. 


"They sing the entire Bon Jovi album all night and day," The man cried, clawing at his head as if the thought 


caused him great stress. 

Axl's lip twitched, 

"D-did you say..Bon Jovil" Axl hissed, biting his nails into the officer's arms. 

"Ouch, YES!" 

"Let's go get the fucks out!" He said. 

The officer walked down a little hallway with numerous cells, then down another hallway. 

| knew we were getting close when | heard ‘It's My Life, being sung by Duff's familiar voice. 
We walked down the final hall and looked into the cell. 


They didn't notice us. Slash's hair was flying in his face and Duff had is eyes closed tight as he sung the high 
part. 


"YOU FUCKS SHUT UPI" Axl screamed. 

Duff looked up, 

Oh. Band, hil" 

"C'mon, we're bailing you out of here," Izzy said. 


"Whoa, we can't just let them both go like that," The officer said. But Axl reached into his pocket and forked 
out over three thousand dollars. My jaw dropped open along with the officers. 


"Here, take it, be happy," Axl said, grabbing the keys off the gob smacked officer and opened the cell. 


Slash jumped out and wrapped his arms around Axl. Axl stepped back in shock, but actually, he just smiled and 
wrapped his arms around Slash, hugging him tighter. 


| though Duff would go to Izzy, but he didn't. He walked over to me and flung his whole body on me, knocking 
me to the floor. | squealed and hugged him tight. It's been so long since I've hugged anyone, | didn't think | 
remembered how actually. But this wasn't so bad. 


Soon Axl and Slash had to drag Duff off me, and we all walked quickly out of the jailhouse. 


"So..what do we want to do?" Asked Slash, breathing deeply in. 


Axl laughed and turned to Duff. 
"Well what *| * want to do is this...” 
He started to hit Duff, who was screaming fiercely, 


"YOU FUCK, YOU CAN'T. JUST. RUN AWAY. FROM THE FUCKING. BAND!" Axl squealed, saying each word with a 
hit on Duff. 


"Ahhhhhhhh"-Duff. 

"That's enough Axl," Izzy said, grabbing Duff and pulling him behind him. 

"You're right..so what do you want to do *now *?" Axl asked, swiping his hair back. 
| looked around, Where's Slash? 

"Yeah, where's Slash?" | asked. 

The band looked around, and Slash was walking into a small gambling place. 

We all walked in to look around. Looked okay. 

Axl gasped and pointed, 

"CARDS!" 


Axl was obsessed with playing cards. He walked over to a table of rough Texan bikers and settled himself down. 


They all looked at him, but he looked back sternly. 
"Deal me in," Axl said. 

They all shrugged, 

"What do you mean?" one of the men asked. 
"Deal. Me. In!" Axl said, leaning over the table. 

"Oh, okay then" He said, dealing out the cards. 


Axl grabbed his cards and looked at them. 


"Listen Axl, maybe you shouldn't play, you know what you're like with betting games," Slash whispered to him. 
"No, | will play, | will win!" Axl said, a crazed look in his beady little eyes. 
Hours later 


"Okay Axl, you lost again," the big biker said, grabbing all the money off the table, and all the rings Axl had 


given in place for money. 

A man called ‘Leach called out, 

"What are you betting now Axl?" 

Axl scowled at the biker, and then looked up at the band. 

"That's a mighty fine guy there,” One of the guys said, pointing to Duff. 
"Yeah, I'm sure he'd be of some use," Said Leach. 


Axl looked up grinning at Duff. Duff just looked completely oblivious to the fact they were talking about him at 


all. 
"Okay then, | bet Duff," Said Axl. 


"WHATI?" Duff suddenly realised what had just happened, "Izzy, tell him not to bet me!" Duff said, grabbing 


Izzy's arm. 
Izzy half smiled, 
‘lm sorry Duff, part of me wants to know what's going to happen," Izzy admitted guiltily. 


Duff huffed, and a look of pure shock came over his face when Leach handed him a big puffy dress and a 


pearl necklace. 

"Put it on," he said, shoving the dress into Duff's hand 

"What? No, Axll" Duff said, looking to the singer who just told him to put it on 

Duff walked into the next-door room and got into the dress. 

While Duff was getting changed the cards were dealt. Axl sniggered, looking at his cards with demonic pleasure. 


They all put in there money and started playing. 


Axl was doing very well. All the players had all folded with Axl's confidence, except for one, Leach. 

Axl put down his cards. Leach laughed and put down his. 

Full house. 

Axl stared at the cards on front with an open smile. He won! 

"AHHHHH | WIN, YOU SUCKERS | WON! FINALLY!" Axl laughed and picked up the money, shoving it in his pocket. 
All the bikers had scowls on their faces. 


Duff walked out with a big purple cocktail dress and pearls, with ruby red lipstick and eye shadow. It reminded 
me of our glam rock days. 


The whole band looked at Duff. 


"Duff!" Slash said, approaching the bassist, "You look.." A smile spread across the guitarists face as he reached 


out to grab Duff. 
"Ahhhhhhhh Slash, fuck don't," Duff said, fighting off the guitarist. 


Suddenly there was a small scream, we all turned around and Axl was being thrown out of the bar by the 


back of his shirt. 

We all ran out after him, obviously he was flaunting his winnings too much. 
He dusted himself off, 

"Let's go you guys," He said with a smile. 


Slash went to grab Duff's hand, but Duff fought him off, running down the hill away from Slash who must've 
been gagging for it. But Duff did look pretty good for a drag queen look alike. 


We all settled into the limo and were fighting over who would drive. 
| can't do it, I'm blonde," | said, shrugging. 
"| can't do it, I'm too pretty," Duff smiled sweetly. 


‘| can't do it, I'm too cool," Slash said, putting an arm around Duff. 


"| can't do it, I'm mourning," Axl cried, throwing his hands to the heavens. 


Suddenly Axl looked at Duff. He was holding something in his hands that looked vaguely familiar. Axl snatched it 


from the bassists nail polished fingers and choked, 

"Mr-Mr Sruffles!" 

"Uh..Nol" Duff said, protecting himself. 

Axl leapt forward toward Duff, but Izzy caught him in mid-air, kicking and screaming. 
‘| can't drive, I'm controlling Axl," Izzy muttered. 

| handed Izzy a heroin needle, it was fully loaded as all my needles are. 

Izzy grabbed it and stuck it in Axl, who screamed and kicked like a child. 

"Well who's going to drive?" Slash asked. 

There was a voice, "Hey, I'll drive." 

The band looked over. A half dressed Kyle was looking over at us with Marty. 
"You guys, | thought you were staying here," Izzy said happily. 


"Yeah, but we ran into some bikers and they took our money n' shit so we got to catch a ride back to that 
spot you picked us up at.” 


"Okay you can drive," Izzy said, hopping into the back and bouncing a high Axl on his knee. 
Marty and Kyle hopped into the two front seats. 

We were driving along the road, and everything was great until suddenly, 

"Hey look, a Burger King!" 

Oh God! 


Disclaimer: Not Mine! 


